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THE SUBSCRIBERS 


Will confer an obligation on the Editor, by 
shewing the advertisement delivered with this 
number, to such of their friends, as may be like- 
ly to patronize the work by their subscriptions. 





BROMLEY MELMOT. 


IN the middle of the most dreary 
moor to be found throughout the 
whole county of C —, and beneath 
4 clump of venerable firs, stood the 
shattered remains of a cottage, which 
had for twenty years afforded shelter 
for the humble family of Paul Butley. 
In the laboriowts occupation of a day 
la' ourer, he contrived to support a wife 
and three children in a state of com- 
fortable decency; luxury or elegance 
being words with whith they were 
wholly unacquainted.—One cold stor- 
my night, at the close of autumn, Paul 
being rather later absept than usual, 
his wife Bridget began go be filled 
wih uneasy apprehensiofis concerning 
his safety, and, in order to make his 
home as cheerful as possible for him 
against his return, prepared a jug of hot 
elder wine, of her own manufacturing, 
knowing it to be a beverage of which 
he was exceedingly fond. As it began 
to get dark her terrors increased ; and 
after looking out every way herself, 
she sent her eldest son Tommy in- 
to the wood, desiring him to holloa, 
and know if his father was coming.— 
The boy came running back in a few 
minutes, and, putting a young child 
into her hand, said—** My daddy told 
me to run on with this baby ; he is 
bringing a woman along as fast he can.” 


} 








—He had scarce finished speaking be- 
fore Paul came in sight, bearing in his 
arms a female, to all appearance dead. 
‘““ My good dame,” said he, entering, 
‘* stir yourself, and get some medicine 
for this poor soul. I found her lying 
in this state, amongst the snow, and I 
fear she is frozen to death. I have had 
the utmost difficulty in bringing hér 
along. But, is the infant safe?” Brid- 
get assured him it was, and consigned 
it to his care, while she chafed the 
hands and temples of the stranger with 
spirits, and administered a little of the 
wine, that was so fortunately ready, 
both to the woman and infant; the lat- 
ter of whom was in a fair way of doing 
well ; but the former, they found, to 
their infinite concern, was too far gone 
for recovery, and, although she did 
not expire immediately, lived not to 
utter any articulate sound. The dis- 
tressed cottagers gazed on each other 
with dismay, while pity suppressed 
every selfish ¢oncern.  ‘ Merciful 
Goodness !” cried Bridget, ‘* what is 
now to be done? We are in a pretty 
situation, with a poor child here, and 
no one.to take care of it!” “I hope, 
Bridget,” replied Paul, * you will not 
refuse to do that, should we find none 
more willing. But let us search the 
pockets.” They did so; but, to their 
great mortification, found them to con- 
tain only a few half pence, a silver 
thimble, and an ivory tablet, upon the 
first leaf of which was written—‘ Fran- 
ces Melmot,’ and some memoran- 
dums, evidently written so as not to be 
understood by any one but the writer 
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_Wo satisfaction was to be derived from 


| 
this, Fa ually turned a des- 
vd Te ok oh thé corpse before | 


it was the remains of a love- 
ly young woman, apparently not more 
than three and twenty. Her person! 
was thin and emaciated, but genteelly | 
made ; and her dress was plain and} 
meat, but not at all adapted for travel- 
ling, though the state of her shoes de- 
noted that she had walked far. The 
child naturally became the next object 
of their attention. It was a pretty little 
boy, not more than two or three months 
old. His clothes were fine, but worn 
and discoloured ; and over his left eye- | 
brow was a deep scar, the only parti-} 
cular mark about him. How to act 
they were entirely ignorant. Their 
income was scarcely sufficient to sup- 
port their own family; but humanity 
‘orbade them to turn an innocent and 
helpless infant out to starve. After 
much consideration, Paul at length, 
suggested an expedient, which was to} 
go to the minister of the village, Mr. 


Bromley, and acquaint him with the 
particulars, not doubting but that, as he 
was a pious, good man, he would give 

them the best advice. Accordingly, 
Paul set out for the parsonage, and, | 
finding Mr. Bromley, related to him} 
the whole adventure ; asking his o- 
pinion, “I know not, indeed, my ho. | 
nest friend,” replied he, in answer to) 
Paul’s solicitous enquiries, ** what you | 
can do. However, [ will draw up an 
advertisement, stating the circumstan- 
ces, which [ will get inserted in the | 
papers.—But first, [ will accompany 
you home, and eae some further i In | 


estigation into tails my sterv.’ 
( Lo be continued, ) 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE NEW YEAR. 
Januar: 1, 1815. 

The new year has just commenced ; 
fam awake at the very moment when 
the end of the last and the beginning} 
of this unite. —I hear the bells in joy- 
ful jingle, welcoming that stranger, 


| whose end is fixed im the records of 
that winged, imaginary being, whose 
slow, but steady flight mortals disre- 
gard, till it is nearly enried.—But to 
'what thinking being does not this re- 
turning era bring reflections, which for 
a time, cannot fail to produce a most 
salutary effect. 

When reflection recals the rement 
brance of the many errors we have 
committed, which cannot now be re- 
paired, the prodigal waste many of us 
have made of those moments which 
can never return, there will be found 
/more cause for humility than exulta- 
‘tion, for grav ity than rejoicing, and for 
self-examination than carelessness and 
levity. Among other causes for se- 
‘rious reflections, and even for those of 
a mournful cast, is the recollection of 
those friends who commenced the last 
year with us, some of whom are per- 
haps lost to us, by the diiference of 


their pursuits, some separated by the 
common incidents of life, whilst others, 


who were then fresh and bloom:ng, 
alive to all the blessings of life, are 


pow laid in the cold and silent man- 
sions of the dead; when, to the seve- 

















rity of these losses we add the reflec- 
| ton, that w4 are all hastening to that 
| quiet and undisturbed retreat of “busy, 

| bustling man,” where all the passions, 
which once agitated and tormented 
him are laid forever at rest, that, even 
| before this year is completed, we may 

| be * gathered unto our fathers,” or 
witness the departure of many of those 
friends who now rejoice at its com- 
_mencement, but who will never be- 
‘hold 1ts termination, every gay thought 
then vanishes and reflection rests sole- 
ly on the most momentous subjects. C. 


{} 
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| DEXTERITY OF LOVE. ad 
A young lady of good family, hav- 
| ing a gallant, was at a loss, in conduct- 
ing the correspondence which was to 
fix their repeated assignations, how to 
escape the vigilance of her father, a 
| widower, who had a perpetual eye up- 








whose life has just commenced, and on her conduct. A hair dresser, not an 
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unusual messenger of love, was! 
chosen as the agent; and, singular as. 
it may appear, the old gentleman’ s wig 
was fixed on as the letter box.. He 
wore a bag, which his daughter used to’ 
take off every evening when he called 
for his night cap, and was sure to find’ 
a billet from her lover, which the hair} 
dresser had placed there in the morn- } 
ing when he affixed the bag, and which 
the old gentleman had unsuspectingly 
carried about all day. She had sufh- | 
cient time to peruse it, and replace an} 
answer, which the hair dresser with-| 
drew in the morning to deliver to her! 
lover. 
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HASTY ATTACHMENTS. 


Friendship has so frequently been 
painted as the most sublime and disin- 
terested of all passions, that any attempt 
to lessen its importance, 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


or detract | 





ELECTIONS, 


The first contested election happened between 
the three goddesses upon mount Ida, whose 
names were Juno, Minerva, and Venus, when 
Paris was the returning officer, who decreed 
in favour of Venus, by presenting ber with the 
golden apple. Juno, on her approaching Paris, 
told him, that though it was beneath her dig- 
| nity to converse with a mortal, yet if he would 
' be her friend, she would make him a nabob — 
| Minerva told him, how that learning was bet- 
ter than house and land, and if he would be her 
friend, she would teach him propria que maribus. 
But Venus, who thought it would be wasting 
time, to make use of words, gave him such a’ 
| look, as put her in possession of the golden ap- 
ple. The queen of Beauty, out of gratitude to 
| Paris, who had so well managed the election 
for her, made him a present of several slices. 
of that golden pippin, and in commemoration of 
| that event, such slices have been made use of, 
on presents at all other general elections; they 
| have a sympathy like that which happens to 
electrical wires, let a hundred hold them in 
i their hands, their sensations have been the 
same; but they differ from electricity in one 
‘mportant point, which is, that though the 
‘ouch be ever so great, it never shocks people. 








from its celebrity, must be considered 
as the height: of all presumption. 


Though I am one ot its firmest vota- 





ries, and have felt the warmth of its | 
inspiring beam, yet [ have seen the’ 


most fatal effects produced from the 


artful resemblance of this noble pas-'| 
sion, and would therefore caution the) 


unsuspecting against forming basty at- 
sacbments. 
rent or a governess, upon a young wo- 


man’s entrance into life, is to guard her |) 


apainst the artful machinations of the | 
other sex, without giving her the least | 
caution against the danger which may 
be dreaded from der own, though they | 
know that human nature is alike the 
same, and that the society of an un- 
principled woman, ought to be as care- 
tully avoided, as the company of a li- 
bertine man. 
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There is something extremelv strik- 
ing in the natural sentiments of an un- 
tainted mind : they resemble the purity 
and delicacy of water drank at the | 
fountain, before it has been impreg- 


nated with those adventitious flavours | 


which it acquires in its course. 


The first object with a pa- | 


et 
A gentleman asked a country clergyman for 
| the use of his pulpit for a young divine, a rela- 
| tion of his. “I really know not,” said the cler- 
gyman, **how to refuse you; but if the young 
man preach better than me, my congregation will 
be dissatished with me afterwards; andif he 


|| preach worse, I dont think he’s fit to preach at all.” 


| A middle aged gentleman paid his addresses 
| to avery young lady, but when he asked her in 
marriage, was refused. taving acquainted a 
neighbouring clergyman with his cdisappoint- 
ment, he received the following laconic scrip- 
tural answer, ** You ask, and you receive not, 
because you ask a-miss.” 
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| Two Irishmen travelling on foot te town 
| stopped at a tavern on the road to enquire how 
‘far they had still to go on, being answered 
**ten miles,” O! says one of them by way of 
‘comfort, ** that’s but five miles apiece, $0 let us 
e’en walk on. 


The following letter was written to a mer- 
chant in this city—* Sir, This is to inform you, 
| or your heirs, that I heard you were dead : but 
| I packed up some goods before you was 80, 
though I would not send them, before I knew 
, whether you were dead or no, and what cir- 
cumstances you died in. I beg a speedy answer 

and remain yours, &c. 
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| Boyle says, that a woman will ineyitably di- 


| 
| ee ee 
| 











j Vulge every secret with which she is entrusted 
‘except one— that is, her own uge, 











ODE FOR THE NEW YBAR, 


Again returns the circling year ; 
Again the festal day, 
Which ushers in its bright career, 
Demands the votive lay : 
Again the oft accustom’d muse 
Her tributary task pursues, 
Strikes the preluding lyre again, 
And calls th’ harmonious band to animate her 
strain, 


Columbia is the glowing theme, 
To Freedom sacred be the song ; 
Whate’er the sages lov’d to dream, 
Lycean shades among. 
When raptur’d views their bosoms warm’d, 
Of perfect states by fancy form’d, 
United here, and realiz’d we see, 
States, Independence, Laws and Liberty ! 
The triple cord, which binds them fast, 
Like the golden chain of Jove ; 
Combining all below with all above, 
Shall bid the sacred Union last ! 


What though jars intestine rise, 
And discord seems awhile to reign ; 
“Columbia’s sons are brave, are wise, 
The storm subsides, and they embrace again. 
‘The master springs which rule the land, 
When guided by a skilful hand, 
T.00s’ning now, and noW restraining, 
Yielding something, something gaining, 
Preserve inviolate the public frame, 
As though the seasons change, the year is 
still the same. 


But should Columbia’s foes presume, 
Trcting some delusive scene 
Of treusient feuds that rage at home ; 
And seem to shake the nice machine. 
Should they dare to lift the sword 
Or bid their hostile thunders roar, 
Soon their pride would mirth afford, 
And break like billows on her shore, 
Soon would find her vengeance wake, 
Weep in blood their dire mistake, 
And ’gainst their wild attempts united see, 


States, Independence, Laws, and Liberty a 
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ADDRESS TO HOPE. 


Bear up my coward, sinking heart, 
Nor yield to grief the sway. ; 
Enchantress Hope ! do not depart, 
Still, still with Rosa stay. 
Oh ! leave me not to black despair, 
Sweet Hope, remain with me ; 
Shouldst thou depart, the tomb from care, 
Would soon my refuge be. 
Then lovely syren, hear my pray’r, 
And wave thy magic wand ; 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 


Bid grief depart, enchantress fait, 
And cheer with smiles so bland. 
Still bid me think that fortune’s frown, 
Will not forever last ; 
In thoughtless mirth my anguish drown, 
Nor mourn misfortunes past. _—rosa. 
——2_ +a 
6 Pi ay Le UL. R 
n hearing her play and sing. 
What dulcet mrmntry float along the gale, 
What melting notes salute my raptur'd ear ! 
Does some soft spirit sweep th’ Eolian chord, 
Or has Apoilo “* wandered from bis sphere )” 
From whence proceed these sweet angelic 
tones ? 
’Tis gentle Lydia strikes the thrilling--wire ; 
Now gently breathes the tender strain of love, 
Now bids the key resound with martial fire. 
Fair minsirel, cease not yet the witching strain, 
Oh ! touch again the music breathing key. 
All anguish flies, each sorrow is forgot, 
Absorb’d in rapture While I list to thee. 
Mem’ry recals the shades of pleasures past, 
wae as'Zephyr’s breath thy accents 
roll ; 
Thy dulcet notes the wilder’d sense entrance, 
And “in Elysium wrap the prison’d soul.” 
ROSA. 
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TO MISS ANNA M » 
With a profile in paper. 


When nature shudders ’neath the wintry sky, 

And ev’ry garden’s rude, and hillock bare, 
Art strives the vernal glories to supply, 

And gives th’ unreal flow’rets to the fair. 
With these my Anna decks her flowing hair, 

And adds new whiteness to her snowy 

breast ; 
These, for a while may charm my Anna’s care, 

Till spring returns, in blooming beauty drest. 
Thus, gentle lady, I presume to give 

The unreal features of a real friend : 

Amid the storm of fortune doom’d to live, 

To Hymen’s joys he looks not to ascend : 
But, since depriv’d of fortune’s gen’rous aid, 
He cannot give himself, he gives his shade. 

ORASMIN, 
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2 TO ANNA. 


My dearest Anna why these sighs, 

That throb beneath thy panting breast, 
Ah tell me where your sorrow lies? 

That I may ease and give you rest. 
Why let those beauteous charms decay,— 

Some hidden grief I can discover; . * 
Why throw life’s pleasures all away, 

Come and confide in me your lover ! 
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